Golden-green light has made lacework patterns in the room, this room where you stay, I stay, and someone else stays.
In the circumambient blue air, blue climbing vines make filigree designs upon the house all day.
Like an architect with quick restraint, this structure's centerpoint stays fixed on slow burning light, love and grand tears. As if the bewildered roses lit up a thousand moons' radiance all at once and kept the house aglow, in the harsh mid-day, the kingfisher unfolds its turquoise-brown light and inlays the universe of the house with the lightning-streaked gems of sorrow.
Your hands and mine keep very busy playing the household games, and someone else's engrossed hands play inside all these.
Like restless fish, tempestuous love some nights shakes the house with sobbing to the quiet, pure, 
